1994 


1658 '56468 


OUT  OF 


MODEL  KITS 


THE  BATTLE5TAR 
GALACTICA 


The  Battlestar  Galactica,  the  flag  ship  of  the  fleet, 
the  last  (lying  fortress  of  mankind  fleeing  the 
Cylon  tyranny,  is  reproduced  in  minute  &  loving 
detail  in  this  gigantic  21  Vi”  model.  This 
to  assemble  kit  comes  with  a  dis- 
Battle- 
ed 
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CYLOIN  RAIDERS  AI\1D  COLONIAL  VIPERS 
They’re  Out  of  World 
Easy  Co  Assemble 


CYLOIXI  RAIDER 


Cylon  raider  model  kit  from  the  hit  movie  Battlestar  Galactica! 

This  easy  to  assemble  model  kit  comes  with  display  base,  decals, 
is  11”  long,  has  ray  guns,  solar  energy  panels,  access  hatches,  sta¬ 
bilizers  and  working  missile  launchers  for  action  packed  adventures!  The 
T.V.  series  that  has  the  nation  agog  with  the  most  advanced  special  effects 
on  the  airwaves  is  brought  home  to  you  in  these  dazzlingly  detailed  kits!  Now 
you  can  follow  Jhe  adventures  of  Adama,  Starbuck  and  all  the  rest  as  they  fend 
off  the  Cylon’s  in  manta  like  spaceship.  PARENTAL 
SUPERVISION  REQUIRED  #24210— S4.50 


COLONIAL 

VIPER 


Sting  Ship  from  the  Colonial  Fleet  of  the  Battlestar  Galactica.  This  easy 
:omes  with  display  base,  decals,  complex  stabilizers,  a  control  center, 


comes  with  display  base,  decals,  complex  stabilizers,  a  control  center, 
aunchers  and  is  11”  long!  John  Dykstra,  the  special  effects  wizard  of 
beautifully  detailed  death  dealing  dreadnought!  Sleek, fleet,  powerful, 
weapons  that  super  science  can  think  of,  the  Viper  Sting  ship  is  the  last 
flee  the  destruction  of  their  home  planets  and  the  dreaded  Cylons!  Create 
adventures  with  these  models!  PARENTAL  SUPERVISION  REQUIRED  #24209-$4.50 


YOUNG  SIGMUND  6 

Everyone  was  screaming  bug- 
assed  crazy  on  the  schizoid  planet 
of  Dementia!  Yet,  it  was  a  condition 
easily  explained!  The  world  had 
been  ravaged  by  syphilis,  that  had 
totally  eaten  away  their  brains! 


FUGITIVE  18 

Kimball  was  a  fugitive!  On  the  run 
for  a  murder  he  didn’t  commit!  Yet, 
it  wasn’t  he  who  had  embedded  an 
arm  in  his  master’s  skull!  He  had 
to  find  the  real  killer!  The  one- 
armed  rob  to  prove  his  innocence! 


HOLY  SHROUD  28 

The  Shroud  of  Turin!  Was  it  really 
the  burial  cloth  of  Christ?  Science 
learned  the  answer  when  micro¬ 
scopic  cells  on  the  shroud  began  to 
pulsate  with  life!  And  that’s  when 
the  world’s  final  troubles  began! 


GHITA  37 

Ghita,  the  Queen  of  Alizarr,  was 
entranced  by  the  great  Unicom!  So 
noble!  So  gentle!  So  possessed, 
claimed  Zora  the  crone,  by  the 
spirit  of  Khan-Dagon!  Why  has  he 
returned  to  haunt  the  fair  Ghita? 


STEELE  62 

Steele  was  pissed!  The  mine  had 
turned  the  lower  portion  of  his 
anatomy  into  hamburger!  And 
now,  perverse  twenty-fourth  ceii- 
tury  madmen  had  turned  that 
meat  into  two  tons  of  rolling  death! 


ETTU  CASEY  54 

Our  ode  to  Casey’s  not  one  you’ll 
soon  believe!  It’s  told  in  stilted 
stanza,  so  easy  to  perceive!  It’s  ac¬ 
tion-packed  and  funny,  too.  Just 
wait  till  you  see,  our  intergalac- 
tic  Casey  and  his  sci-fi  coterie! 
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1994  A  BLEND  OF 
INSPIRED,  MUNDANE! 

I’m  not  what  you’d  call  a  hardcore 
comics  fans.  Unlike  most  of  the 
people  who  write  to  comment  on 
the  magazine,  I  can’t  really  tell  one 
artistic  style  from  another.  And  one 
person’s  literary  style  sounds  pretty 
much  the  same  as  another’s  to  me. 
So  I  never  pay  too  much  attention  to 
the  story  credits. 

I  guess  I’m  just  one  of  those  ar¬ 
tistic  illiterates  who  will  always  fall 
back  on  that  old  adage,  “I  don’t 
knows  much  about  art,  but  I  knows 
what  I  likes!” 

On  the  other  hand,  I’m  not  so  easily 
impressed  by  just  any  old  thing  that 
finds  its  way  into  print.  I’m  pretty 
narrow-minded  about  my  likes  and 
dislikes.  Either  something  strikes 
me  as  being  well-done,  original  and 
worthwhile,  or  I  find  it  to  be  a  rehash 
of  the  same  old  tripe  the  mass 
media  has  been  feeding  the 
American  public  for  the  last  fifty 
years. 

While  I’d  like  to  say  that  most  of 
the  material  within  1994  magazine 
falls  into  the  aforementioned 
category,  (being  well-done,  wor¬ 
thwhile  and  inspired)  that,  unfor¬ 
tunately,  is  not  the  case.  Every  issue 
I’ve  seen  so  far  seems  to  run  about 
fifty-fifty;  the  mundane  equally 
balanced  with  the  inspired. 

As  I  mentioned  before,  I’ve  never 
really  paid  much  attention  to  who 
writes  or  draws  what.  Of  course,  I’ve 
assumed  that  the  same  person  is 
responsible  for  the  Ghita  stories  each 
issue.  And  despite  the  fact  that 
Frank  Thorne’s  name  is  displayed 
pretty  prominently,  right  up  there 
with  the  Ghita  logo,  I’ve  somehow 
always  managed  to  overlook  it. .  .until 
recently. 

But  the  persons  responsible  for 
1994’s  lead  feature  seem  to  be  the 
same  every  issue,  too.  Those  stories, 
my  favorite  in  1994,  are  all  written  by 

Will  Richardson  and  drawn  by  Alex 
Nino. 

It  seems  to  me  that  while  the  other 
contributors  to  the  magazine  may  be 
competent  professionals  in  their  own 
right,  these  three  gentlemen  far  out¬ 
shine  the  rest  of  the  workaday  pack 
with  their  brilliance  and  consistently 
high-quality  contributions. 

Isn’t  there  any  way  that  Richard¬ 
son,  Nino  and  Thorne  can  be  per¬ 
suaded  to  contribute  more  to  each 
issue  of  1994,  thereby  making  the 
entire  magazine  an  inspirational 
masterwork  cover  to  cover? 

JIM  CANARCKY 
Des  Moines,  Iowa 
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WARREN  SLIGHTED 
BY  COMICS  FANDOM! 


I’m  one  of  those  avid  comic  fans 
who  spends  not  only  a  great  deal  of 
time  reading  comics,  but  any  fan 
publication  I  can  get  my  hands  on 
that  has  anything  to  do  with  comics 
whatsoever. 

I’ve  noticed  a  great  deal  of  criticism 
about  the  Warren  books,  particularly 
1994,  in  the  fan  press.  And  after 
reading  the  magazine,  if  you’ll  ex¬ 
cuse  a  bad  pun,  I  found  most  of  that 
criticism  to  be  totally  unwarranted! 

I  think  1994  is  one  of  the  most  in¬ 
teresting  and  different  comics 
published  today.  I  only  wish  that 
more  people,  particularly  in  the  fan 
press,  would  turn  on  to  it,  and  not  be 
so  frightened  away  by  the  sexual 
aspects  of  the  publication. 

I  also  wish  those  same  comic- 
promoting  organs  would  do  an  occas¬ 
sional  article  about  the  largely- 
neglected  talents  who  work  for  War¬ 
ren.  I’ve  never  once  seen  an  interview 
with  any  of  them. 

Perhaps  if  the  fan  press  wasn’t  so 
naively  enamored  of  Marvel  and  DC, 
Warren  would  get  the  publicity  and 
recognition  it  richly  deserves. 

SAM  DEOVOLENTE 
New  York,  N.Y. 
While  it’s  true  that  Warren 
Publishing  doesn’t  receive  the  atten¬ 
tion  that  other  comics  companies  do 
in  the  fan  press,  Sam,  quite  a  few  fan¬ 
zines  have  featured  articles  on  the 
Warren  magazines  and  interviews 
with  Warren  contributors  in  the 
past,  and  we’re  told  that  even  more 
will  be  doing  so  in  the  near  future. 

NEAR  MINT,  a  small  publication 
for  enthusiasts  of  old  movies,  art  and 
comics,  features  a  lengthy  interview 
with  1994  editor  Richardson  in  its 
current  issue.  It’s  a  provocative  and 
controversial  look  behind  the  scenes 
at  Warren  Publishing,  and  into  the 
soul  of  a  perverse  comic  book  per¬ 
sonality.  A  copy  of  NEAR  MINT  can 
be  had  for  $3.00  from  publisher  A1 
Dellinges  at  P.O.  Box  34158,  San 
Francisco,  Calif.  94134. 

It’s  highly  recommended  reading. 


THORNE  FINALLY  HITS 
JUNKIE’S  TOP  TEN! 

I’m  an  old  time  comics  fan,  weaned 
on  the  artistic  talents  of  Carmine  In¬ 
fan  tino,  Jack  Kirby,  Gil  Kane,  Mur¬ 
phy  Anderson,  Joe  Kubert  and  the 

like.  You  can  pretty  much  date  me 
just  by  looking  at  my  favorite  artists. 
Yes,  I’m  one  of  those  flower  children 
who  discovered  comic  books,  along 
with  good  dope  and  acid  rock,  in  the 
mid-sixties. 

Two  of  the  addictions  of  my  mis¬ 
spent  youth  have  long  since  been  cast 
aside!  Thp  third,  I’m  not  sure  I’m  ever 
going  to  shake,  and  plagues  me  to 
this  day!  (Anybody  out  there  know 
where  I  can  find  a  halfway  house  for 
old  funny  book  junkies?) 

Being  a  comics  fans  of  the  old 
guard,  coupled  with  the  onset  of  sen¬ 
ility,  gifted  to  me  by  encroaching 
old  age  and  too  many  pulp-paper  fun¬ 
nies,  I  find  that  I’m  pretty  much  set 
in  my  ways.  I’m  extremely  prejudice 
in  my  likes  and  dislikes,  continuing 
to  tins  day  to  admire  the  works  of 
those  artists  who  blew  me  away 
when  I  was  still  sixteen. 

I’d  like  nothing  better  than  to  see 
Infantino,  Kirby,  Kane,  Anderson 
and  Kubert  illustrating  the  more 
adult  stories  that  I  enjoy  today.  But 
they’re  all  still  bogged  down  in  the 
mire  of  the  four-color  comics,  doing 
the  same  thing  they  were  doing 
twenty  years  ago.  Oh,  I  don’t  read 
their  stories  any  more,  but  whenever 
I  can,  I  still  collect  their  art... if  only 
for  old  time’s  sake! 

One  of  the  artists  I  remember  fond¬ 
ly  from  the  sixties  is  Frank  Thome. 
Though  he  wasn’t  in  my  elitist  top 
ten  of  favorites,  I  picked  up  both 
Tomahawk  and  Korak  regularly, 
the  two  books  he  was  drawing  at  the 
time.  I  never  suspected  then,  that  he 
would  turn  out  to  be  one  of  my 
favorite  artists  of  the  1980’s.  (Then 
again,  I  never  really  suspected  that 
I’d  still  be  interested  in  comics  come 
the  then-far-off,  futuristic  ’80’s.)  But 
that’s  just  what  has  happened! 

I’m  really,  really  glad  that  Warren 
Publishing  has  allowed  Thome  to  get 
off  the  second-string  bench,  and  to 
play  full-time  in  the  big  leagues.  I 
look  forward  to  every  issue  of  1994, 
just  to  see  his  work.  He’s  turned  out 
to  be  a  super-star!  And  he’s  done  the 
impossible  in  forcing  me  to  open  my 
narrow-minded  eyes  enough  to  allow 
him  an  honored  place  among  the 
heroes  of  my  misspent  youth. 

As  long  as  Thome  and  Ghita  con¬ 
tinue  in  1994,  I’ll  be  a  fan  for  life! 

JIM  LYNCH 
St.  Paul,  Minn. 


MARVEL  GARBAGE 
OR  WARREN  PORN? 

I’m  a  fan  of  the  Warren  magazines . 
I  read  them  all,  CREEPY,  EERIE, 
VAMPIRELLA,  1994  and  THE 
ROOK,  more  avidly  than  anyone  else 
I  know.  And  therein  lies  my  problem. 

I’m  not,  by  far,  the  only  avid  comic 
collector  in  my  circle  of  friends.  But  I 
am  the  only  Warren  fan.  The  rest, 
almost  without  exception,  read 
nothing  but  the  Marvel  comics 
magazines.  I  really  can’t  believe  their 
biased,  loyalist  attitude  when  it 
comes  to  those  comics. 

Outside  of  a  very  small  number  of 
titles,  Spiderman,  Hulk,  X-Men,  and 
Fantastic  Four,  these  guys  won’t 
read  anything!  I  swear  they  are  so 
locked  in  by  their  own  Marvelite 
brainwashing,  that  they’ll  go  to  their 
graves  believing  that  Stan  Lee  was 
some  kind  of  funny  book  messiah! 
He’s  not!  He’s  a  very  tiring, 
egomaniacal,  mass-media  bore! 

I’ve  tried  to  point  out  to  these 
unenlightened  friends  of  mine  that 
the  Warren  magazines  are  so  much 
more  intelligent  and  well-drawn  than 
anything  else  on  the  newsstands  to¬ 
day.  Unlike  the  same,  trite  Marvel- 
slam-bam  senseless  action  vignettes, 
used  over  and  over,  ad  nauseum,  the 
Warren  magazines  have  fresh, 
original  stories  that  don’t  play  down 
to  the  intellect  of  a  lobotomized  flea. 

I’ve  found  THE  ROOK  magazine, 
in  particular,  highly  enjoyable,  and 
much  better  than  anything  ever  pro¬ 
duced  under  the  Marvel  banner! 
We’ve  learned  more  of  the  past,  pre¬ 
sent  and  future  history  of  THE 
ROOK,  in  the  four  short  years  since 
the  character  came  into  print,  than 
we’ll  ever  know  about  Peter  Parker, 
Ben  Grimm  and  the  other  cardboard 
inhabitants  of  the  Marvel  universe. 
What’s  more,  fantastic  as  THE 
ROOK’s  adventures  tend  to  be,  there 
is  always  a  note  of  believability  coupl¬ 
ed  with  a  suspenseful  storyline!  As 
far  as  my  money  is  concerned,  there  is 
no  greater  character  in  comics 
today,  except,  perhaps... 


Ghita! 

I’ve  tried  too,  to  share  the  nubile 
delights  of  the  Alizarrian  seductress 
with  my  comic-collecting  friends,  but 
again  they  are  far  too  single- 
minded  to  listen.  They  claim  that 
Ghita  and  1994  are  sheer  por¬ 
nography.  For  my  money,  both  are 
sheer  delight! 

I’ve  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
even  though  my  friends  and  I  don’t 
have  similar  tastes  when  it  comes  to 
comics,  that  it  is  I  who  is  the  man  of 
vision,  and  they  the  sheep  who  are 
fooled  by  the  Marvel  media  hype.  For 
every  ten  Marvel  collectors,  there’s 
probably  only  one  Warren  enthusiast 
like  me.  So,  years  from  now,  when 
the  price  guides  put  a  value  on  those 
collective  publications  that  interest 
us  today,  I  know  that  I  will  profit 
from  my  small  but  quality  Warren 
collection,  (not  only  monetarily  but 
aesthetically,  as  well)  to  a  far  greater 
degree  than  any  of  they  with  their 
avalanche  of  mindless  Marvel  gar¬ 
bage! 

BOB  BURKE 
Buffalo,  N.Y. 


NEW  SERIES  SOON 
TO  DEBUT  IN  1994! 


The  Starfire  Saga,  in  1994  #18, 
was  such  an  abysmal  disappoint¬ 
ment,  I  can’t  begin  to  tell  you  how  rip¬ 
ped  off  I  feel. 

The  storyline,  as  all  of  The  Starfire 
Saga  storylines  have  been,  was  in¬ 
teresting  enough.  What  bothered  me 
was  Rudy  Nebres’  rather  rushed  and 
uncaring  art. 

I’ve  seen  letters  from  other  readers 
complaining  about  Nebres’  art  in  the 
past.  You’d  think  that  the  asshole 
would  take  the  hint  and  stop  trying  to 
insult  his  fans  and  his  publisher  with 
sloppy,  uninspired  workmanship. 
Still,  he  persists  in  hacking  out 
1950’s-style  art  that  very  rarely  tells 
a  story  with  any  degree  of  finesse, 
and  almost  always  looks  like  it  was 
inked  with  a  mop  by  a  retarded  two- 
year-old. 

Nebres  is  single-handedly  making 
1994  magazine  look  bad!  If  he  per¬ 
sists  with  his  uncaring  work,  please 
eliminate  him  from  the  lineup  once 


and  for  all. 


ERIC  SIOGNE 


Madison,  Wise. 


I  was  really  excited  when  I  read 
Laurie  Seaton’s  letter  in  1994  #18, 
requesting  that  Warren  publish 
more  adventure  hero  series.  I’ve 
always  been  a  fan  of  comics  heroes. 
It’s  an  area  in  which  Warren  has 
been  sorely  lacking. 

But  I  couldn’t  be  more  ecstatic  that 
Warren  has  decided  to  take  the 
plunge  with  more  series  in  1994.  I 
can’t  wait  to  see  what  Alex  Nino 
comes  up  with,  or  the  promised  Little 
Beaver  episodes  by  Vic  Catan. 
Sounds  mighty  titillating! 

TIMOR  SOMA 
Cleveland,  Ohio 

This  issue  features  the  debut  ap¬ 
pearance  of  Alex’s  Young  Sigmund 
Pavlov  series,  Tim.  Next  time 
around,  Sigmund  and  Ghita  will  be 
joined  by  Beaver,  and  an  exciting 
new  female  seductress  from  the 
talented  brush  of  Rudy  Nebres. 


SEND  COMMENTS  TO:  1994,  WARREN  PUBLISHING,  146  E.  32nd  Street,  N.Y.,  N.Y.  10016 


Nestled  snugly  within  the  Felatian  system 
of  the  constellation  Fornax,  however,  is 
another  kind  of  Dementia... a  cozy,  restful, 
little  mid-temperate  planet  festering  with 
delusionally  individualistic  humanoids, 
suffering  from  universal  parataxic 
distortions!  In  other  words...  they ’re  all 
schitzo-affective  psychoneurotics 
...bouncing  off  the  rubber  walls  of  reality! 


You  want  to  talk  psychosis? 
Then  let’s  talk  Dementia! 
Specifically . . .  dementia 
praecoria.  .  .  organically  endogenous 
metabolic  auto-intoxication 
causing,  pernicious  hebephrenic 
pseudoneurotic  regression!  In 
layman’s  terms:  crazy  as  a 
clatch  of  bug-assed  loons! 


While  Dementia  literally 
reeks  of  pernicious 
psychosis,  a  rather  unique 
phenomena  in  a  galaxy 
inexplicably  thronging  with 
mental  stability,  and  near¬ 
epidemic  levels  of  rationality, 
it  is  a  condition  that’s 
childishly  easy  to  explain! 


The  Dementians, 

a  sexually, 
intellectually  and 
technologically 
precocious  race 
were  stricken, 
fairly  early  in 
their  history, 
with  an  acute 
planet-wide  case 

of  the  clap! 


Because  the  comholes  more 
bounded  than  crawled  up  the 
road  of  evolutionary  progression, 
they  somehow  managed  to 
bypass  the  rather  fundamental 
discovery  of  antibiotics,  the  long- 
proven  cure  for  such  universally 
unwelcomed  social  visitations! 
Thus,  when  the  lurid  syphilitic 
contagion  took  hold  upon  the 
populace,  that  sucker  went  wild! 


By  the  time  Dementia  was 
discovered  by  the  Intergalac- 
tic  Brotherhood  of  Health, 
there  wasn’t  a  single 
Demented  native  who  hadn’t 
become  a  carnally  concupis¬ 
cent  spawning  ground  for 
prolifically  lechering 
treponema  pallidum. . . 
(rabid  leeching,  itchy- 
scratchie  syphilitic  microbes!) 


Through 

generations  of 
chromosomal 
contamination , 


suffering  from 
psychotic  paretic 

schizophrenia. . . 
advanced 
syphilis  of 
the  brain! 


But  a  little  thing  like  that’s  never  stopped  a  really  persis¬ 
tent  scientist  from  dredging  up  a  wonder  drug  for  the 
health  and  well-being  of  his  patients... not  to  mention  his 
bank  account!  Me. ..I’m  just  such  a  socially-conscious, 
benevolently-dedicated  opportunistic  exploitationist!  I’m.. 


Now,  as  any  psychologist  worth  his  neuroses  can 
tell  you,  there  ain’t  no  cure  for  mushy,  putrefying, 
half -eaten  gray  matter!  Once  you’ve  got  it,  it  and  all 
the  grandiose  manic-depressive  neurotic  euphoria 
that  goes  along  with  it,  are  yours  to  keep! 


Sound  like  my  kind 
of  people,  Doctor!  Sha 
j^vve  get  on  with  it? 


Dementian  who  didn’ 
belong  in  a  basket! 


Sheeeeit!  ^ 
iu  picked  my 


Dig  it,  man 
...the  time 

I  single- 
handedly 
drove  back 
a  horde  of 
invading 
Dildonian 

I  was  isolated,  alone, 
like  a  forsaken  human 
chastity  belt  guarding 
the  perimeter  of  the  sen¬ 
sitive  Poontang  Plateau, 
the  honor  of  every 
Demented  fur-box  upon 
our  fair  planet,  resting 

L 

in 

solely  upon  my  willing 

A 

SjESSSuH 

shoulders! 

Suddenly... without  warning,  the  odious  Dildonian  snatch- 
snatchers  plowed  from  under  every  rock,  spurted  from  every 
crevice,  swished  from  every  interdimensional  warp  around  me! 
The  scurvy  clit-lickers  had  me  surrounded,  their  phallic-formed 
pump-guns  rutting  the  air  in  an  impotent  orgy  of  lewd, 
libidinous  death!  My  own  biting  weapon  howled  in  response, 
slamming,  ramming,  spraying,  flaying,  whipping,  whacking, 
thwacking,  and  thumping  the  scurvy  baby-bangers  back... back 
jo  the  despicable  depths  of  their  dimension... their  incommodious 
invasion  vasectomied  in  mid-stroke! 


mi0  IK* 

m 


rhe  day  was  hot 
and  humid, 
like  wet,  pulsing 
thighs,  smother- 
g  me  in  the  clammy 
cloying  crotch  of 
creation! 


I  plunged  through 
the  virgin  wastelands 
of  the  vacillating 
Vulvic  Valley,  nestled 
firmly  within  the 
cockpit  of  my 
mammoth 
exploratory  probe! 
When  suddenly,  they 
were  all  around 
me...  violent, 
voracious  love  bugs 
straight  from  the 
lascivious  depths  of 
the  lubricous  Love 
Canal!  They’d  been 
lured  to  the  vestal 
vale,  no  doubt,  by  the 
lurid  promise  of  easy 
penetration  deep  into 
the  yawning 
crevices? 


Thoroughly  pissed, 

I  dove  into  the 
mucilaginous  twat- 
leaches,  thrashing, 
bashing,  rushing, 
crushing,  flagellating 
the  gelatinous 
mother-bangers,  into 
little  more  than 
jaundicedly  jellied 
viscera,  circumcizing 
their  invasion  to  the 
nub,  and  cleansing 
the  venerate  valley  of 
the  worst  infestation 
of  crabs  to  which  it 
had  ever  been 
inflicted! 
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■Qiiiiiihll 


Tongues f  Languid, 
leisurely,  licking 
tongues,  nuzzling, 
guzzling,  probing, 
roaming,  into  every 
pore  of  my  hot- 
flashing  passionate 
being,  as  I  fall  deep, 
deeper  into  moist, 
yielding,"  fur-lined, 
mink-creviced  slits  of 
satiating  sensual 
ecstasy!  Plunging  into 
mounds  and  mountains 
of  silky,  satisfying 
nipples... breasts,  boobs, 
knockers,  jtigs, 
jalamas,  and  mouth¬ 
watering  nubs  by  the 
dream-full! 


Then  slowly  withdraw¬ 
ing.  .  .to  swim  in  comely 
cream-coated  hairpie, 
drenched  with  milky 
human  love,  smothered 
in  the  vanilla  pudding 
of  rapturic  splendor, 
and  generously  topped 
with  the  cherry  delight 
of  fresh  virgin  lust! 
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The  painful  twinge 
in  Bryce’s  leg  was 
neither  accidental 
nor  natural! 


They’d  been  scouring  the  city  for  almost 
twenty-four  god-damn  hours  .  .  .  ever  since 
someone  found  Kimball’s  arm  embedded  ii 
the  skull  of  his  owner  .  .  .  Dr.  Winchell 
Walters! 


Now  it  was  up  to  Bryce  Peters,  the  Public 
Relations  Director  of  U.S.  Robotics,  Inc.,  to 
soothe  the  ruffled  feathers  of  the  press  and  a 
disgruntled,  robot-fearing  public  ...  by  ex¬ 
plaining  exactly  how  one  of  the  company’s 
top-line  products  could  violate  First  Law  and 
so  callously  take  the  life  of  a  human  being! 


human 
imperfec¬ 
tions  were 
bugging 
\the  shit 


should  he 
say, 

almost  all 

things 

robotic?^ 


presented 

problems! 
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Author.KEVIN  DUANE  and  WILL  RICHARDSON/HlustratoriVIC  CATAN 


The  hideous  act 
had  taken  place 


The  profit-hungry 
moguls  of  U.S.  Robotics,  ^ 
wish  us.  to  naively  believe 
that  the  robots  they 
manufacture  are  safe  .  .  . 
when  in  actuality,  our  very 
lives  may  be  endangered  .  .  . 
not  only  by  this  lone,  crazed 
ferrite  fugitive  .  .  .  but  by 
how  many  other  potentially 
homicidal  machines,  built  i 
by  this  irresponsible  A 
conglomerate? 
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Though  he  was  a  hunted  mechanaborg,  the  simple 
truth  of  the  matter  was,  that  the  robot  known  only 
as  Kimball .  .  .  was  quite  innocent!  Yet,  within  his 
siliconically-structured  mind,  that  innocense  was 
the  very  catalyst  that  had  made  him  rim! 


A  human  brain  can,  under  the  strain  of 
unbearable  pressure,  rationalize,  ignore,  and 
even  forget  the  cause  of  its  grief!  A  positronic 
brain  isn’t  anywhere  near  as  fortunate! 


What's  worse,  morals  in  a  human  mind  are  easy  to 
change!  A  positronic  brain  has  ideas  about  morals, 
as  well  all  irrevocably  burned  into  its  structure! 
Tb  alter  them  is  to  destroy  the  brain  itself!  Thus  the 
Laws  of  Robotics,  and  why  they  work! 


hr  How  dare  you  go  on  the^^k. 
r  air  like  that,  accusing  U.S.  ^ 
Robotics  of  negligence  and 
shoddy  business  practices!  If  you 
have  some  immunity  to  a  lawsuit, 
you’d  better  get  it  out,  lady!  You 
.  have  no  proof  to  substantiate 
N,  any  of  you  libelous  si 
N.  allegations! 


'  Mister  N 
Peters 
.  .  .  I  work 
for  The 
^Enquirer' 


So  ...  it  was 
easy  to  imagine 
the  strain 
on  Kimball’s 
positrons  when 
he  was  accused 
of  a  murder 
he  did  not 
commit! 


Tb  Kimball,  having  a  master  like  Dr.  Winchell  Walters 
had  its  advantages!  Normally,  all  he  had  to  do  to  recharge, 
was  to  plug  himself  into  the  nearest  electron-outlet!  But 
now  that  he  was  on  the  run,  he  was  forced  to  refuel  at  the 
communal  pit  stop,  funded  by  the  Bureau  of  Robotic 
Welfare  for  hard-luck  robo-cases!  It  was  a  step  down  in 
the  world  for  a  Metal-Tech  of  his  calibre!  But  Kimball  was 
well-aware  that  he  had  little  choice! 


/  Get  the  ^ 
f  police  and 
Dr.  Walters’ 
assistant .  . 
and  meet  m« 
.  at  his  lab 
k  .  .  .  stet!  / 


There  should 
be  enough  dirt 
in  here  for  a 

prize-winning 
expose  of  U.S. 
Robotics! 


As  the  excited 
Public  Rela¬ 
tions  Director 
raced  from  his 
office  .  .  . 


...  a  pretty,  but 
somewhat 
unscrupulous 
female  journalist 
hurriedly  slithered 
inside! 


considerate 

of  Mr.  Peters 
to  leave  his 
office  unlocked 
for  me!  The  use 
of  his  private 
files  should 
make  up  for  the 
ungentlemanly 
nanner  in  which 
he  treated  me 
this  morning! 


While  back  in  the 
murdered  man’s  lab! 


'  World  Congress  will  \ 
see  how  people  everywhere 
truly  feel  about  these 
mechanical  abominations 
.  .  .  and  will  pass  newer, 
restrictive  laws  which 
will  soon  bring  about 
an  end  to  oppressive  J 
\  robotic  presence  on  A 
7^.  our  fair  planet! 


Yes,  ladies  and  gentlemen  .  .  T''s>\ 
you’re  seeing  it  here,  live  .  .  .  brave 
volunteer  vigilantes,  valiantly 
deactivating  the  mechanical  menace 
.  who  has  been  terrorizing  our  j 
\-~____^city  streets! 


To  order  any  of  these  items,  please  see  last  page  of  this  magazine  for  convenient  RUSH  ORDER  FORM. 


THE  LATEST  AND  THE  GREATEST 
COLLECTION  OF  SCI-FI  AND 
SPINE  TINGLING  PAPERBACKS! 


Microscopic  parts 

of  the  shroud 


The  shower  of 
ion  rays  had 
triggered  a 
long-dormant 
biological  clock! 
Cells,  once 
belonging 


Christian  Savior, 
Jesus  Christ, 
began  to  grow, 
seemingly 
without  need  of 
i  mother’s  womb! 


In  the  latter  part  of  the  year 
1994,  the  solution  to  that 

finally  revealed'^ma  most 
spectacular  fashion! 


i,  while  subjecting 
id  to  ion-scanning 
n  an  attempt  to 
the  origin  of  it’s 
print,  were  treated 
it  unusual  event! 


Acting  with  uncommon  bureaucratic 
haste,  the  Roman  Catholic  Vatican 
intervened!  An  American  nun  was 
selected  to  carry  the  Christ-Clone,  and  it 
was  decreed  that  the  Messiah  would 
re-enter  the  world  birthed  of  a  virgin! 
At  the  United  Nations,  agnostic  nations 
were  angry!  Who  were  these  scientists, 
they  demanded  to  know,  to  birth  a 
Messiah  and  cause  world  wide  unrest? 


which  Christ-Clone  was 
the  true  Son  Of  God, 
soon  turned  into  armed 
conflict!  It  wasn’t  long 
before  that  conflict 
escalated  into  total 
nuclear  war!  By  the 
time  the  Christ-Clones 
were  birthed,  the  world 
that  they  had  been 
prophesied  to  save,  had 
been  devastated  in  the 
Apocalyptic  fury  of  an 
atomic  holocaust! 


Further... if  the  Americans  had 
their  Messiah,  the  Russians 
ranted,  they  had  damn  well  better 
be  allowed  to  clone  one  of  their  own! 

To  assuage  their  political  tantrum, 
the  Russians  got  their  wish!  They  gc 
too,  more  than  they  bargained  for! 


For  centuries  the  Shroud  of  Turin  had  intrigued 
humankind!  Was  it  truly  the  burial  shroud  that 
had  been  used  to  wrap  the  body  of  Jesus  Christ 
when  he  was  placed  in  his  tomb? 


If  not,  then  whose  image  was  it,  that  was 
mysteriously... miraculously  imprinted  upon  the 
famous  cloth? 


The  mercenery,  was  the  only  survivor 
of  the  famous  Buckeye  Brigade,  at¬ 
tached  to  America’s  Holy  Vengeance 
Army!  He  stumbled  across  the  desert 
wastelands  that  had  once  been  fertile 
farmland  of  the  deep  south! 


As  a  warrior  in  the  service  of  the  One 
True  Holy  Clone  he  served  his  God  by 
butchering  the  hordes  of  the  Anti- 
Clone,  who,  with  their  allies  from  Hell, 
damn  near  destroyed  the  world  and 


Numbed  with  hunger 
and  the  racking  pain 
of  his  own  wounds,  the 
soldier  gazed  at  the 
religious  retreat 
below... which  had 
been  overrun  by  the 
blood-lusting,  pillag¬ 
ing  Red  Hordes! 


While,  just  below  him,  a  passion 
play  of  a  different  sort,  almost 
^^^S^iypnotical  ly  unfolded. . . ! 


As  the  mercenary  finished 
his  silent  supplication,  the 
unparalleled  rapture  of 
Holy  Bloodlust  miraculously 
flooded  over  him!  His  heart 
thundered  until  its  rhythm 
resounded  in  his  temples, 
creating  the  orgasmic  illus¬ 
ion  of  great  wardrums 
beating  their  message  __ 
of  death!  ijjjH I 


The  soldier, 
flHr  watching  the 

■^sacrilegious  desecration 
r  from  his  vantage 

point  above  the  retreat 
grbunds,  didn’t  know  that 
this  was  the  Secret 


of  the  Holy  Clone... 
the  One  True  American 
Christ,  who  had  been 
placed  in  a  state  of 
suspended  animation 
once  the  missiles 
started  to  fly! 


Maybe  it  wasn’t  the  most  consecrated  of  manners  in 
which  to  preserve  the  life  of  Budding  Messiah... but  it 
had,  for  five,  long  years  of  war... kept  the  Little  Beggar 
from  the  Cossack  plunderers  who  wanted  desperately 
to  end  his  sacerdotalistic  young  life! 


And  now... after 
five  fruitless  years  of 
searching,  those  same 
calculating  Commie 
cutthroats  had,  at  last, 
stumbled  upon  their  Un¬ 
suspectingly  Slumbering 
Quarry! 


Ji  *l. 


The  soldier  knew  that  as  he  watched 
the  sun  rise,  it  would  probably  be  the 
last  new  day  that  he  would  ever  see! 


He  could  not  leave  the  Boy  alone  in  the  wilderness!  Christ- 
Clone  or  no,  his  end  would  have  been  slow  and  painful! 
So,  the  Holy  Mercenary  had  caressed  The  Boy’s  face  and 
smiled... 

...then  as  The  Child  smiled  back,  the  soldier  had  slit  the 
little  fellow’s  throat! 


Finally,  just 
before  the 


The  Christ-Clone’s 
blood  and  flesh  pro¬ 
vided  the  strength 
that  the  Holy 
Mercenary  needed 
that  day... 


J  Damn  those  \ 
who  have  so 
perverted  this  world 


In  this  world 
i  of  walking 
I  corpses  and 

'eternal  Hells, 

the  greatest 


waste!  And 
d  man  could 
call  the 
soldier  a 


'  Commie 
;  in  Hell.. 


By  sundown,  thirty- 
Heathens  were  broil 
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i  and  the  iris  eye  of  the  hellish  pit  clenches  shut!  Then,  the  sorcerer  returns  to  the  labyrinthine 
an  adjoining  suite,  Dakini  soothes  her  jealous  mood  in  the  company  of  the  handsome  one-legged 
steward! 


Rahmuz  g 

harem  chaml 


-eyed  youth  had 


;  Runthar  has  traveled  far  since  Rahmuz  seized  the  throne  of  Urd!  For  several  years,  the  i - _ 

led  in  vain  for  the  girl  Ghita!  The  virtuosity  of  the  maid  had  charmed  Runthar  from  the  guilt  of : 
when  last  they  met! 


Unable  to  find  Ghita,  Runthar  drifted  back  to  Urd,  and  begged  Rahmuz  for  employment  in  his  harems!  Here,  he 
envisioned,  his  golden  haired  lover  might  return  to  serve  as  the  most  expert  of  those  who  were  kept  to  satisfy  the 
appetites  of  the  licentious  sorcerer! 


n  my  eleventh 
summer  when 
I  deflowered 


H 

;  I 

HR.  1 

r  _ 

PT^ — i 

Rahmuz’  birds  of  death  swoop  down  upon  the  unsuspecting  wizard  and  Halftroll! 


The  bloody  skirmish  ends  as  the  ingnoble  satyr  retreats  into  the  underbrush! 


Wizard!  Do  J 
suppose  they  1 


Dung!  Dung! 
Dung!  Dung! 
Dunnnnnnng! 


As  the  surviving  Mingan  woman  flutters  towards  Urd,  Ghita  approaches  a  cave,  a  scant  league  from 
the  thwarted  wizard  and  Half  troll! 


Ah!  Another  fool! 
A  questioning  fool, 
yet,  in  search  of  the 
meaning  of  things! 


Be  ye  a  fool 
with  a  crown?  A 
priestly  fool... or 
a  soldierly  fool? 


rhimsical  cleft 

in  the  rock. 


Nay!  A  naked 
fool!  Come  in, 
bare  bummed 
pilgrim!  Your 


-Dagon  lives  within  the  unicorn!”  She' 
>w  can  it  be  that  he  lurks  in  us  both?” 


Ghita  scurries  through  the  cave  entrance  and 

confronts  the  great  horned  beast! 


The  white 
beast,  has 
harbored 


Khan-Dagon, 

protector  of 

Tanunuz! 


Sartan,  ever  the  opportunist,  stares  at  the 

fabled  animal! 


With  his  blade  held  high,  the  actor  charges  the  great  stallion! 


Etched  against  a  lightning  bolt,  Ghibelline  gallops  into  the  swirling  wind  of 


■  forebodding  summer  storm! 


The  sword  screams  against  the  flickering  shadows! 
The  whispers  of  doubt  within  the  blonde  woman  are 
again  swept  away  in  rage! 


Ghita  stumbles  and  falls,  as  Sartari  darts  through  the 
mouth  of  Zohra’s  cave.  In  the  next  instant,  the  satyr  is 
swallowed  whole  by  the  lush  undergrowth  of  the 


Make  lovi 


Sartan! 


Zohra's  return  from  the  ogre’s  den  is  in  time  to  witness  Sar tan’s  departure!  I 


mm 


Farewell, 

bare-bum! 


Of  Khan-Dagon’s 
jirit  in  the  unicorr 
oes  it  dwell  alone 
the  beast?  - 


His  tastes  are 
fickle!  But  he  savors 
romping  with  harlots  that 
smell  of  ginmead! 
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To  be  continued! 
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THE  INCREDIBLE 
BARBARIAN  IS 
BACK  IN  PRINT! 


WANDERER:  Conan,  the 
mightiest  of  humanities 
heroes,  confronts  a  war¬ 
rior  composed  of  living 
metal!  #21242-$1.95 
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OF  THE  ISLES 

'  '  'Jk  ' 
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It  wasn’t  optomistie  for  the  team  of  Alitair  IV, 

The  game  they  can’t  complain  about,  the  problem  was  the  score! 
And  so,  with  one  out  left  to  go,  and  two  runs  shy  the  mark. 

The  home  team’s  spirits  popped,  the  clutch,  from  neutral  into  park! 


The  fans,  all  ninety  billion, 

In  the  stands  and  by  the  screens, 
Were  storing  up  for  quite  a  few 
Anguished,  hopeless  scenes! 
‘Get  Casey  to  the  plate!”  they  cried! 
“Our  souls  we’d  gladly,  signup!” 

But  no  one  made  the  offer, 

For  they  all  had  seen  the  lineup! 


The  manager,  a  moody  type, 
Began  to  foam  and  hiss, 

And  started  chewing  fingernails 
that  were  not  even  his! 

He  bolstered  all  their  confidence, 
And  filled  his  team  with  fear. 
And  wondered  if  Andromeda 
Was  hiring  for  next  year! 


For  Kluugat  had  to  bat  up  first, 

A  hitter  weak  and  spastic! 

You  really  can’t  expect  too  much 
When  one’s  completely  protoplasmic! 
And  then  there  batted  Voogla, 
With  a  wit  quite  far  from  keen! 
(I've  heard  he’s  been  outsmarted 
by  the  automat  machine!) 
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I  tip  my  hat  to  Kluugat. 
He’s  got  a  lot.  of  nerve! 

For  what  had  been  a  fastball. 
Had  developed  quite  a  curve! 
It  liit  him  square  upon  the  puss. 
And  spattered  bits  of  goo. 
And  didn't  finish  curving  till 
It  traveled  halfway  tii  rough’ 


When  Kluugat  slithered  to  the  plate, 
You  heard  the  open  groan, 

As  the  populace  rehearsed  then-  chant. 
With  a  ‘Wait  till  next  year”  tone! 


The  pitcher  licked  his  talons. 
And  he  softly  Whispered,  “Darn!” 
"His  strike  zone  would  do  justice 
To  the  broad  side  of  a  bam!" 


The  pitcher  flexed,  and  coiled, 
And  then  his  arm  was  just  a  blur! 
And  then  my  friends,  I  swear  to  Ghu, 
You  know  what  did  occur? 

You  heard  it  on  the  hyper-wave 
as  one  titanic  click! 

For  as  he  pitched,  the  pitcher 
Hiccupped,  one  enormous  hie! 
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And  while  the  umpire  pondered,  humble  Kluugat  held  his  place, 
With  the  ball  still  in  the  divot,  where  once  there  was  a  face! 
The  umpire  used  his  mandible  to  pluck  it  from  the  scene, 
And  said,  “M’boy,  go  take  your  base, 

I  think  you’ve  just  been  beaned!" 
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attend 


His  insurance  had  been  cancelled 
The  duration  of  the  inning! 


There  was  pride  in  Casey’s  fandom, 
Common  sense  was  overpowered! 
Any  snide  or  crazy  heckler 
Would  have  been  brutally  devoured! 
Admire,  no  they  worshipped  him. 
Their  flawless,  perfect  player! 

And  if  he  pulled  them  through  this  time, 
They  were  sure  to  make  him  Mayor! 


Three  hundred  billion  optieals 
Observed  him  choose  his  weapon! 
And  sixty  billion  cheered  aloud, 

As  the  batter’s  box  he  stepped  in! 
Oh,  Mercy,  how  they  loved  him, 
These  ninety  billion  creatures, 

So  hyped  up  out  in  center  field, 
They  were  chewing  on  the  bleachers! 


He  looked  at  Casey,  wiping  off 
The  dirt,  encrusted  on  his  flanks, 
And  knew  that  easier  money. 
Could  be  made  by  robbing  banks! 


The  umpire  called  the  managers,  “I’m  really  not  to  blame!” 

“But  get  another  pitcher  in,  or  forfeiture  the  game!” 
“Don’t  worry,”  said  the  visitors,  “We’ve  always  got  a  spare!’ 
‘And  he  don’t  need  no  warmup  pitch!  Your  kid  ain’t  got  a  pray< 


The  second  pitch,  he  didn’t  balk, 
It  sailed  out  right  as  rain! 
Alas,  instead,  his  heart  gave  out! 
(It  couldn’t  stand  the  strain! 


It’s  for  the  sake  of  modesty, 

I  don’t  record  the  rage! 

One  tenth  of  their  obscenity, 
Would  easily  fill  the  page! 
The  stadium  organ  whistled  off 
A  mocking  R.I.F., 

And  then  they  dug  the  umpire. . . 
From  the  mountain  of  debris! 


“Kill  that  lousy  lobster!”  screamed  the  patrons  as  a  quorum! 
“Get  lots  of  melted  butter,  ’cause  we’re  gonna  thermidor’em!" 
If  not  for  Casey’s  certitude,  the  ump,  they’d  surely  cremate, 
With  help  fnxn  Voogla  (bat  in  hand,  who  did  not  trust  his  teammate!” 


The  pitcher  seemed  to  suffer  from  total  nervous  breakdown! 
His  face  looked  like  a  steer  that’d  been  invited  into  Steaktown! 
“Just  two  mare  throws,  and  then  retire,”  a  burst  of  hope  did  Sicker, 
“Then  learn  to  juggle  dynamite,  at  least  the  end  was  quicker!” 


warmup  pitch!  Your  kid 
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